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Gaudent fcribentes, et fe venerantur, adorant. 


Hor. 


years 2 HAT there isa vanity inherent in every 

aye author muft be confeffed, whatever pains 

ra they may take to conceal it from the reft of 
#% mankind. For my own part, I readily 
acknowledge, that I am always wonder- 
fully delighted with my own produétions, I fnatch up 
the favourite fheets wet from the prefs, and devour every 





fyllable :' not the leaft particle efcapes my notice, and I 
dwell with admiration on the beauties of an expreffive and 
or emphatical the. Ifevery reader was to pay the fame at- 
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tentien to my works, or perufe them with half the fatis- 
faGtion, Mr, Town might be fairly pronounced the 
greateft author of the age. But I am afraid I thall fearce 
find another who will fo heartily join in the good opinion 
I have conceived of myfelf; and many a choice fenti- 
ment, many a culled expreffion, which I have repeated 
to myfelf over and over again with extacy, has by others 
perhaps been as haftily hurried over as any common ar- 
ticle in a news-paper. 


An Author, who isever big with the idea of his own 
importance, will gather matter for felf-flattery from the 
moft trivial circumftances. On the mornings of publication 
I have fometimes made it my bufinefs to go round the coffee 
heufes, in order to receive whatever increafe of praife I could - 
collect from the approbation of my readers. My heart you 
may imagine has bounded with joy, when I have heard the 
room echo with calling for the Connoisseur: but how. 
has it funk again, when I have found the fame tokens of 
efteem fhewn to a brother writer! I could have hugged 
any honeft fellow, that has chuckled over my performan- 
ces, and pointed out my good things:—but I have been no 
lefs chagrined, when I have feen a coxcomb coolly take up 
my paper, fquint over the firft page, and throw it down 
again with all the indifference imaginable: though indeed 
I have never failed within myfelf to pronounce on fucha 
perfon, that he is dull, ignorant and illiterate. I once 
happened to be feated in the next box to two noted critics, 
who were looking over the file of my papers, and feemed 
particularly pleafed with feyeral parts of them. I im- 
mediately conceived a very high opinion of their tafte 
and judgment: I remarked with fingular fatisfaction the 
effect which my wit and humour had on their countenan- 
Ces ; 
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ces; and as they turned over the pages; I imagined I 
could point out the very paflages, which provoked them 
frequently: to {mile, and fometimes to burft into a loud 
laugh. As foon as they were gone, I feized the file; 
when lo! to my great mortification I found they had 
been reading, not my own admirable works, but the 
lucubrations of a brother effayift. 


My vanity has often prompted me to with, that I 
could accompany my papers wherefoeyer they are circu- 
lated. I flatter myfelf I fhould then be introduced to 
the politeft men of quality, and admitted into the clofets 
of our fineft ladies, This confideration would doubtlefs 
make me vain of myfelf: but my pride would be foon 
checked by reflecting further, that were I obliged to fol- 
low my papers afterwards through all their travels and 
mutations, I fhould certainly undergo the fhame of feeing 
fome of them proftituted to the vileft purpofes, If in one 
place I might be pleafed to find them the entertainment 
of the tea-table, in another I fhould be no lefs vexed 
to fee them degraded to the bafe office of fticking up 
candles. Such is the fatality attending thefe loofe fheets, 
that though at their firft publication they may be thought 
as precious as the Sidy/’s leaves, the next moment 
they may be thrown afide as no better than a laft 
year’s almanack. 


Ever fince my firft appearance in a fheet and a half I 
have felt great uneafinefs on account of the rude treat- 
ment, which my works have been {ubject to in their 
prefent form. I turned off my printer for a very hei- 
nous affront offered to my delicacy, having detected fome 
foul proofs of my firft numbers lodged in a very un- 
feemly 
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feemly place; and I almoft came to an open rupture 
with my publifher, becaufe his wife had converted a 
fupernumerary half-fheet into a thread-paper. A lady, 
whofe fenfe and beauty I had always admired, forfeited 
my efteem at once by cutting out a pattern for a cap 
from one of my papers; and a young fellow, who 
had fpoken very handfomely of one of my effays, made 
no fcruple to defile the blank margin with a filthy lift 
of foul fhirts and dirty ftockings. The repeated abufes 
of illiterate bakers, paftry-cooks, and chandlers I know 
I am condemned to fuffer in common with other mor- 
tal writers. It was ever their priviledge to prey indif- 
criminately on all authors good or bad: and as poli- 
ticians, wits, freethinkers, and divines, may have their 
duft mingled in the fame piece of ground, fo may their 
works be jumbled together in the lining of the fame 
trunk or band-box. 


One inftance may indeed be brought, in which I 
am ufed to hail as a lucky omen the damages that my 
papers appear to have fuftained in their outward form 
and complexion. With what raptures have I traced 
the progrefs of my fame, while I have contemplated 
my numbers in the public coffee-houfes ftrung upon a 
file, and {welling gradually into a little volume! By 
the appearance which they make, when thus colleéed, 
I have often judged of the reception they have fingly 
met with from their readers: I have confidered every 
fpeck of dirt as a mark of reputation, and have affu- 
med to myfe'f applaufe from the fpilling of coffee or 
the print of a greafy thumb. Ina word, I look upon 


each paper, when torn and fullied by frequent hand- 


ling, as an-old foldier battered in the. fervice, and co- 
vered with honourable {cars, I 
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Iwas led into this train of thought by an accident 
which happened to me the other evening, as I was 
walking in fome fields near the town. . As I went along 
my curiofity tempted me to examine the materials of 
which feveral paper kites were made up, from whence 
I had fufficient room to moralize on the ill fate of 
authors. On one I difcovered feveral pages of a fer- 
mon expanded over the furface ; on another the wings 
fluttered with love fongs ; and a fatire on the miniftry 
furnifhed another with ballaft for the tail. I at length 
happened to caft my eye on one taller than the reft, 
and beheld feveral of my own darling productions pafted 
over it. My indignation was prefently raifed, that I 
fhould become the plaything of children; and I was 
even afhamed that the great name of Town, which 
ftared me full in the front, fhould be expofed, like the 
compofitions of Dr. Rock on the wall, to every idle 
gazer. However, by a curious turn of thought I con- 
verted what at firft feemed a difgrace into a compliment 
to my vanity. As the kite rofe into the air, I drew 
a flattering parallel between the height of it’s flight, 
and the foaring of my own reputation: I imagined 
myfelf lifted up on the wings of fame, and like 
Horace’s Swan towering above mortality: I fancied my- 
felf borne like a blazing ftar among the clouds, to the 
admiration of the gazing multitude below. 


— — — — via eff, gud me quoque poffim 


Tollere humo, viflorque viritm volitare per ora. 


VIRGIL. 


Non WHILE 











174 Th CONNOISSEUR. No. 29. 


Wuie I was indulging this fantaftic contemplation 





of my own excellence, I never confidered by how flight 
a thread my chimerical importance was fupported. The 
twine broke; and the kite, together with my airy dreams 
of immortality, dropt to the ground, 
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*,* We fhould be glad to know how a Note may be 
direéted to G. K, 
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